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CHAPTER Xll—Continued.
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Smith, especially in this later Incar-
natlon which had so radieally changed
him, belleved as little (o the psychle ns
any hardheaded young business leono-
clast of nn agnostic contury could. Bat
on this partieular evening when he
was smoliing his after-dinner plpe on
the flagstoned porch with Corona for
his companion, there were phenomean
apparently unexpininable on any puore-
Iy materinl hypothesis,

“1 am sure I have moch less than
half of the curfosity that women are
said to have, but, reafly, I do want to
know what dreadful thing has hap-
pened to you sinee we meot you In the
High Line offjces this morning—
mamma and 1" was the way In which
one of the phenomefia was made to oc
cur; and Smith started so nervously
that bhe dropped his pipe.

“You can be the most unexpected
person, when you try,” he laughed, but
the laugh scarcely rang true. ‘*“What
makes you think that anything has
happened 77

“I don’t think—I know.,"” the small
seeress went on with cnlm assurnnce,
"You've been telllng us In all sorts of
dumb ways that you've had an upset-
ting shock of xome kind; and I dom't
belleve It's another lawsuit, Am I
right, so far?"

“1 belleve you are a witch, and It's a
mighty good thing you didn't llve in
the Salem period,” he rejoined. *“They
would have hamged you to a dead
moral certalnty.”

“Then theve was somathing?' she
queried ; adding, jubllantly: “I knew
(18 id ’

“Go on,” sald the one to whom It had
happened ; “go on and tell me the rest
of 1"

“Oh, that 1sn't falr; even a profes-
sional clairvoynnt hns to be told the
eolor of her eyes and halr,”

“Wha-what!” the ejaculatfon was
fairly Joarred out of him and for the
moment he fancled he could feel a cool
hreexd blowing up the back of his neck,

The clalrvoyant who did not claim to
be a professional was lsughing softly.

“You told me once that a woman
was adornble In the exact degree In
which she could afford to be visibly
transparent ; yes, yon sald ‘afford,’ and
I've been holding It ngninst you. Now
I'm golng to pay you back. You are
the transparent one, this time. You
have as good as ndmitted that the hap-
pening’ thing lsn’t a man; ‘wha-what'
always menns that, you know; so It
must be n woman. Is it the Miss Rich-
Iander you were telling me about not
long ago?"

There are times when any mere
man may be shocked Into telling the
truth, and Smith had come face to face
with one of them. *“It is," he said,

“She is in Brewster?”

“Yes. She eame this evening.”

“And you ran nway? That was hor-
ribly unkind, don't you think—after
she had come so far?”"

“Hold on,” he broke In. "Don't let's
go s0 fast. 1 didn't ask her to come.
And, beslden, she didn't come to see
me."

“IMd ghe tell you that? -

“I have taken precious good care
that she shouldn't have the chance, 1
saw hor name—and her father's—on
the hotel register; and Just about that
time I remembered that I could prob-
ably get a bite to eat out here™

“You are queer! All men are n little
queer, I think—always excepting colo-
pel-daddy. Don't you want to see her?"

“Indeed, 1 don't!"

“Not even for old times’ sale?”

“No; not even for old times' sake.
I've given you the wrong lmpression
completely, If you think there Is any
It might have
m:] on to the other things in the

of time, simply because nelther
of e might have known any better
than tg let it drift. Bot that's all a
back number, now."

“Just the same, her coming shocked

" -

“1t certainly did,*” he confessed sober-
ly; and then: *“Have you forgotten
what 1 told you about the circumstances
under which I left hompe?™”

“Oh 1" she murmured, and as once
before there was.a little gasp to go
with the word. Then: “8he wouldn't
—ahe wouldn't—"

“No” he nnswered ; “she wouldn'ts
but her father would.”

“So her father wanted heér to marry
the other man, dld he?”

Smith's Inugh was an ecasing of
straing. “You've pumped me dry.” he

returned, the sardonle bumor reanssert- |

Ing itself,

A motorear was coming up the drive-
way. It was high time that an inter-
ruption of some sort was brenking Iu,

moved and once more plunged into the
business battle.

Notwithstanding a new trouble |
which Stillings hid wished to talk over
with his president and the !'Innnc::|1|
mannger the night before—the cloim |
et up by the dead-and-gone rallrond |
to o right of way across the Timanyonl I
at the dam—the battle wns progress-
ing favornbly. Willlams was acecom- |
plishing the ineredible in the matter
of speed, und the dum was now nearly
ready to withstand the high-wanter
stresses when they should come. The
powerhouse was rising raplidly, and !
the muchinery wans on the way from |
the East. Altogether things were look-
Ing more hopefol than they had at any
period since the hasty reorganization.
Smith attocked the multifarious details

| of his many-sided job with returning
| energy.

If he conld mnke shift to hold |
on for a few days or weeks longer. . . .

While Smith was dietating the finnl |
hateh of letters to the second sle!m_’.‘:-;
rupher a young man with sleepy eyes
and yellow creosote stalns on his fin- |
gers enme In w ask for a job., Smith
put him off until the correspondence
was finished nnd then gave him o hear- |
Ing.

“Whut kind of work are you looking II
for?" was the brisk query.

“Shorthand work, If I can get it,”
snld the man out of a job,

Smith wns needing another stenog- |
rapher and he looked the applieant |
over nppralsingly. The appraisnl wns‘
not entirely satisfactory. There was a
certuin shifty furtiveness In the haif-
opened eyes, and the ruther weak chin
hinted at n possible lack of the dis-
crectness which is the prime requisite
In a confidential elerk.

“Any business experience?

“Yes; I've done some rallroad work.”

“Here In Brewster?™

Shaw lled smoothly.
Omahn,"”

"Any recommendations?

The young man produced a handful
of “To Whom It May Concern” lettecs,
They were all on business letterheads,
and were anpparently genuine, though
nove of them were loeal. Smith ran |
them over hastily and he had no menns
of knowing that they had been care-
flly prepared by Crawford Stanton at
no little cost In Ingenulty and painstak-
ing. How careful the preparation had |
been was revenled in the applicant's
ready suggestion.

“You cnn write or wire to any of
these gentlemen,” he sald; “oniy, If
there Is o job open; I'd be glad to go to
work on trial”

The business training of the present
makes for quick decislons. Smith |
snnpped a rubber band around the let-
ters and shot them Into a pigeonhole of
his desk,

“We'll give you a chance to show
what yon cnn do,” he told the man out
of work. “If you mensure up to the
requirements, the Job will be perma-
nent. You may come in tomorrow
morning and report to Mr, Miller, the
chlef clerk.”

Having other things to think of,
Smith forgot the sleepy-eyed young fel-
low instantly. But It Is sufe to assume |
that he would not have dismissed the
incldent so readily if he had known
that Shaw had been walting in the
anteroom during the better part of the
dictating interval, and that on the de-
parting applicant’s cuffs were micro-
sgople notes of a number of the more
Important letters,

“No; in

CHAPTER XIIL
“Sweet Fortune's Minion.”

It wans late dinner-time when Smith
closed the big roll-top desk in the new
private sulte in the Kinzie building of-
fiees nnd went across the street to the
hotel. The great dining room of the
Hophra House was on the ground floor,
The room was well filled, but the head
walter found Smith a small table In
the shelter of one of the pillars and
brought him an evening paper,

Smith gave his dinner order and be- |
gan to glance through the paper. The
subdued chatter and clamor of the big
room dinned pleasantly In his ears.
Haulf absently he reallzed that the head
wilter was seating someone at the
pltee opposite his own; then the faint
odor of violets, instantly reminiscent,
enme to his nostrils. He knew (n-
stinctively, and before he could put
the newspaper aside, what had hap-
pened. Hence the shock, when he found
himeelf face to face with Verda Rich-
Innder, was not so completely paralyz-
Ing ms It might have been, She was
Iooking ncross at him with & lazy smile
in the glorious brown eyes, and the
surprise was quite evidently no sur-
prise for her. |

1 told the waiter to bring me over
here,” she ecxplolned; and then, guite
pleasantly : “It Is an exceedingly little
world, Isno't it, Montague?"

He nodded gloomily,

“Much too little for a man to hide
in," he agreed; adding: “But I think
1 have known that, all along; Rnown,

l

She let the exmct figure of the re-
wurd go unconfirmed.

“And stlll you gre going anbout In
publie as if all the hoe and cry meant
nothing to you? The beard Is an im-
provement—It mnkes you
nnd more determined—but it doesn't
disguise you. 1 shonld have known you
anywhere, and other people will"”

Aguin his shoulders went up,

"What's the use? he sald. *1
couldn't dig deep enongh nor fly high
enough to dodge everyhody. You have

| found me, and If you hadn't, somebody

else would have. It would have been
the same any time and anywhere,"
“T wns intending to go on up to the
mines with father,” she =nid evenly.
“PBut last evening, while I wns waiting

look older |

for him to finish his talk with some |

mining men, 1 was stonding in the mez-
zanine, looking down Into the lobby. 1
gnw you go to the desk and leave your
key; I was sure I couldn’t be mistn-
ken ; so 1 told father that T had changed
my mwind about going out to the mines
nnd he scemed greatly religved. He
had been trying to persuade me that 1
would be much more comfortable if 1
should wait for him here.”

It was no stiering of belated senti-
ment tha* mnde Smith say: “You—
you cared enough to wish to see me?”

“Naturally,” she replied. “"Some poeo-
ple forget easily: others don't. I sup-
pose I am one of the others.”

Smith remembered the proverb about
a woman scorned and saw a mennce
more to be feared than all the terrors
of the law lurking In the even-toned
rejolnder, It was with gome foolish
Idea of thrusting the mengce aside nt
any cost that he snid: *“You have only
to send a ten-word telegram to Sheriff
Macauley, you konow. I'm not sure that
It Isn't your duty to do so."

“Why should you telegraph Barton |

Mocnuley?' she asked placidly, “T'm
not one of his deputies.”

“But you believe me guilty, don't
yout?

The handsome shoulders twitched in
the barest hint of Indifference. “As I
have said, I am not in Bart Macauley's
employ—nor in Mr., Watrous Dun-
ham's. Nelther am I the judge and
jury to put you in the prisoner’s box
and try you, 1 suppose you knew what
you were doing, and why you did it
But 1 do think you might have written
me & line, Montague. That would have
been the least you could have done”

For some time afterward the talk
wns not resumed. Miss Richlander was
apparently enjoying her dinner. Smith
wiis not enjoying his, but he ate ns a

troubled man often will; mechanieally |

and ns a matter of routine. It wns not
until the dessert had been served that
the young woman took up the thread
of the conversation preecisely as if it
had never heen dropped.

“I think vou know that you have no
renson to be afraid of me, Montague;
but I enn't sny as much for father. He
will be back in a few days, and when
he comes it will be prudent for you to
vanish, That is a future, however.,”

Smith's laugh was brittle,

“We'll leave it a fature, if you lke,
‘[afficient unto the day Is the evil
thereof." "

“Oh; so you class me as an evil, do
you?" !

“No; you know I didn't mean that;
I merely menn that it’s no use crossing
the bridges before we come to them.
I've been llving from day to day so
long now, that I am becoming hard-
ened to It.”

Aguin there was a pause, and again
it was Miss Richlander who broke it.
The slow smile was dimpling ngain at
the corners of the perfect mouth.

“You are golng to need a little help,
Montague—my help—aren't you? It
occurs to me that you ean well afford
to show me gome little friendly atten-
tion while I am Robinson-Crusoed here
waiting for father to come back.”

“Let me understand,” he broke in,
frowning across the table at her. “You
are willing to ignore what has hap-
penéd—to that extent? You are not
forgetting that in the eyes of the law
I am a criminal ?”

She made u faint little gesture of im-
patience.

“Why do yon persist In dragging
that in? I am not supposed to know
anything about your business affuirs,
with Watrous Dunham or anybody
else, PBesides, no one knows me here,
and no one cares. Pesides, agnin, I am
a stranger In a strange e¢ity and we are
—or we used to be—old friends.™

Her half-cynieal tone made him
frown again, thoughtfully, this time,

*Women are curious creatures,” he
commented. *“I used to think I knew a
little something nbout them, but I

| see §if I enn hold somebody up for 8

guess 1t was o mistake,
want me to do?®”

“Oh. anything you lke: anything
that will keep me from being Lored 10
death.”

Smith isid his napkin aside and
claneed at his watch.

“There |8 & play of some kind on st
the opera house, 1 bhelieve.” he sald,
rising and going around to draw her
chair aside. “If you'd care to g0, m

s bzt uo yull

couple of seats.”

“That 1s more like it. I used o be
afraid that yon hadn't n drop of sport-
ing blosd in you, Montague, and 1 am
glad to learn, even at this late day, |
that I wns mistaken., Take me up-
stairs, and we'll go to the play.”

They left the dining room together,
and there was more than one palr of
eves to follow them in frank admira-
tion. *“What a strikingly hnn_dsnme
couple,” sald a bejewelled lndy who
sat at the table nearest the door; and
her compunion, a gentleman with rest-
less eves and thin lips and a rather
wicked Jaw, said: “Yes: I don't know
the woman, but the man is Colonel
Baldwin’s new financler; the fellow
who ealls himself ‘John Smith.”

The bediamonded lady smiled dryly.
“You eay that as If you had a mortal

“But You Believe Me Guilty, Don't

Youl™

guarrel with his name, Crawford. If I
were the girl, I shouldn’t find fault
with the name. You say you don't
know her?®”

Stanton had pushed his chair back
and was rising. “Take your time with
the lee cream, and TIl joln you later
upstairs. I'm going to find out who the
girl is, since you want to know."

CHAPTER XIV.
Broken Threads.

Mr. Crawford Stanton a little later
went upstairs to rejoin the resplendent
lndy, who was taking her after-dinner
ea=e in the most comfortable lounging-
chalr the mezzanine pariors afforded.

“No good,” he reported. *“The girl’s
natme is Richlander, and she—or her
father—comes irom one of half a dozen
‘Lawrencevilles’—you can tnke your
cholce nmong ‘em.”

“Money?" queried the comfortable
one. f

“Buying mines in the Topaz," said
the husband mechanically. He was
not thinking specially of Mr. Josiah
Richlander's possible or probable rat-
ing with the commercinl agencies; he
wus wondering how well Miss Rich-

lander knew John Smith, and in what
manner she could be persuaded to tell
what she might know,
turning it over In his mind the two In
question, Smith and the young woman,
passed through the lobby on their way
to the theater. Stanton, watching them
narrowly from the vantagepoint af-
forded by the galleried mezzanine,
drew his own conclusions. By all the
little slgns they were not merely chance
nequalntances or even casual friends
Thelr relations were closer—and of
longer standing.

Stanton puzsied over his problem a

While he was |

long tima, long after Mrs. Stanton had
forsaken the easy chair and had disap—|
peared from the scene. His Eastern |
employers were growing irascibly im-
patient. Who was this fellow Smith, |
nnd what was his backing? they were
heginning to ask; and with the asking
there were Intimations that if Mr. |

| Orawford Stunton were finding his task

too difficult, there was always an al
ternative. )
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

MORAL INERTIA IS TO BLAME

Often Responsible for Fallure to Live
the Kind of Life That One Really
Wants to Live.

How difficult it is to live up to our
good resolutions we all know from
experience, but a fact that we do not,
us a rule, take into consideration is
thdt moral Inertla 1s as much respon-
sible for this condition as Is tempta-
tion in its varied forms, Granted that
we have the desire to lead good ilves
and that we prefer that our thoughts
should run In clean, clear channels
rather than In muddy, murky ones we
do not always have the moral strength
necessary to put these desires into ef-
fect, observes the Charleston News

| and Courier., We believe, perhaps, that

we are stronger than we really are and
that althongh we may already be
lunched upon a dangerous sea we cnn
make n safe haven at will, That we

| often misjudge our power of accom-

tnd swwhen the colonel appeared and | A

brought Stillings with him to the loung-
ing end of the porch, n husiness confer
ence hegun which gave Miss Corona un
excuse to disappear, and which ac
counted euslly for the remainder of the
evening.

Smith retdrned to Brewster the next
morning by way of the dam, making
thé long detour eount for as much as
possible in the matter of sheer time-
It wns a little before pnoon
wh.2n he renched town by the round-
abou™ route, and went to the hote] to
rocon witer, The roomelerk who gave
him hiy %oy gnve him also the informa-
tion he e w@ved.

“Mr. Ric blander? Oh, yes: he left
enrly this m Arning by the stage. He Is
interested In ‘gome gold properties up
in the mange b*eyond Topaz. Fine old
gentleman., Dc~ you know him, Mr.
Smith 7" -

“I'he name see ned familine when I
saw It on the rpegister Inst evening™
was Smith's evasion; "but it 1s not
such a very uncomdmon name. He
didn't say when he was coming back?”

“No."

Smith took a fresh: hold upon life
and Hberty. While the ‘wnrltl is peril-
ously narrow in some “espects, It Is
comfortably broad In (thers, and a
danger once safely averte ' s a danger
lessened. Boatching a hu 3ty luncheon
in the grillroom, the fight\eg manager
of Timanyonl High Line hv ‘ried across
1o the private suite In the 1iinzie bulld-
tug offices (uto which he ‘had lately

“And You Ran Away?".

at least, that it would be only & ques-
tion of time."”

After the walter had taken Miss
Riehlander's order she began agnin.

“Why did you run nway¥" she ansked,

Emith shrugged his shoulders help-
lessly.

“What else was there for me to do?
Besldes, I belleved, at the time, that 1
had killed Dunham. I could have
sworn he was dend when 1 left him.”

She was toying (dly with the sulad-
fork. “Sometimes I am almost sorry
that he wasn't,” she offered.

“Which Is merely nnother way of
saying that you were unforgiving
enough to wish to see me hanged? he
suggested, with n sour smile,

“It wasn't altogether that; no"
There was a pause and then she went
on: “1 suppose yon know what has
been happening since you ran awny—
what has been done In Lawrenceville, 1
mean ™

*]1 know that I have been Indicted by
the grand jury and that there Is a re-
ward out for me. It's two’ thousund

| and

dollars, Isn't 1t

plishment in this directlon, however,
is not to be denied as cigenmstances
demonstrante when we make the nt-
tempt to seek refuge from the dangers
that threaten us, On the other hand,
we can gather strength from our trinls
unhappy experience if we will,
notwithstunding the blows they deal
nml the discouragement they prompt.

Iln!u-rs have sccomplished the feat in

the past and still others will accom-
plish it In the foture, and these
thonghts alone should encourage those
of us at the present who are stagger-
ing under heavy burdens and fighting
unhappy handicaps to make n winning
race,

Wasteful Menus,

If Americans generally do not over-
feed they do to a large extent Indulge
In diverse dishes and fancy foods,
which run up bills. The 40 Boston
hotel and restaurnnt proprietors who
have combined to cut the frills out of

| thelr menus have begun & movement

thut should enlist not only public eater-
ers, but hoisekeepers all over the coun-
try. If we do not cut down the volume
of our food consumption but merely

| “put us out™” n little?

| day,

dispense with so much variety a vast |

amount of waste in both
foodstuffs will be
dence Journal.

labor. and

Curse of Modern Life.

To eat what you like, nnd all yon
like, may be a merry life, but it will
be a short one, The cyrse of modern
life Is overfeeding.—Dr, Frank Crane,

avolded.—Provi- |

| the continent ; whence, returning some

CORNED WHALE AND GREENS

This Is Latest Item on Bill of Fare|
Suggested by WNew Method of
Treating Sea Mammals,

To Gustav Adolf Holzapfel of Leip l
zig, Germany, a patent has been grant-
ed that suggests the culinary possibill-
ties of the meat of whales, seals, wnl-
ruses and ofher mammals of the sea,
It is entitled “Method of Making the |
Meat of Sen Mammals Pit for Food,"
and Is described as follows in the Pat-

ent Office Gazette:

“The art of producing a meat food
for human consumption which consists
in subjecting sea mammal meat to the
netion of cold water and warm water
In alternation, then subjecting the so
treated sen mammal meat to the action
of an aqueous pickling solution con-
tnining common salt, sugar and a pun-
gent aleoholic lguor, and a savory
vegetable, then subjecting the =o
pickled ses mammal meat to pressure!
operative to eliminate more or less of
sald plekling llquor, together with ex- I
tractive matters offensive to the taste)" |

Do “Good Turns”

Most of us can look back to a day |
when the kind word of some good |
friend made us forget how dark and
cheerless was life's way., Then why
should we hesitate aobout doing a
“rood turn” for someone now, even
though we know that “good turn" will

The woman who walts for a “con-
venient” time to put her “good Inten-
tions” 'nto effect will always have a
long list of things to do tomorrow. To-
whether the sun Is shinlng or
grent storm clouds darken the sky, s
the time to do what we have decided
on doing.—Exchange.

Accidental Discovery.

Bottled nle, rendered mellow by
long keeping, was an accldental dis-
covery. It wns made by Alexander
Newell, denn of St. Paul’s In the reign
of Queen Mary. Newell was obnoxlous
to Bonner, and the latter had sent £ol-
diers to appreherd hiing but It hap-
pened on that doy Newell was out fish-
ing, and in order to keep his becr cool
hud buried it in the bank., Getting in-
timation of his danger, he fled, forget
ting all about the beer, and escaped te

years later, he remembered his beer,
dug It up, and found it wonderfully
improved with age.

{ the fertillzing

| ting.

Stake Viburnums So the Wind Will Not Blow Them Down.

WICHURIANA LIST

Dr. Robert Huey, one of the most
eminent amateur rosarians of the
country has prepared a list of roses in
the wichurinnn class, the hybrid tee
class and the hybrid perpetual class as
being the best fitted for cultivation in
this country.

Of the wichuriana, or climbing roses,
these he considers the best: Dor-
othy Perkins, Relne Marie Henrlette,
Christine Wright, Excelsa, Gardenin,
Hinwatha, Dr. Van Fleet and Elisa
Robichon,

In the hybrid tea class, a cross be-
tween the vigorous hybrid perpetual
and the tea rose, the latter of which
I8 not vigorous enough for outdoor
cultivation in this climate, nre the fol-
lowing: Antoine Revoire, Betty, Clar-
Iee Goodacere, Chirissie MacKellar, Mrs,
MacKellar, Dorothy Page Roberts,
Duchess of Wellington, General Mac-
Arthur, Grace Molyneux, Gustay Gruo-
nerwald, George C. Waud, Joseph Hill,

Killarney, Yonkheer J. L. Mock, Honor- 1

able Ina Bilngham, Laurent Carle, Lyon
Rose, Madame Jules Bonche, Madame
Jules Grolez, Madame Marie de Luze,
Ophelia, My Muaryland, Robert Huey,
Pharisal, Prince de Bulgarie, Souvenir
de President Carnot, Willowmere, Mrs.
Aaron Ward, Madame Segond Weber,
Mary, Countess of Ilchester, and Mrs,
Hiurold Brocklebank.

The hybrid perpetual, the common
June rose, has these varietles which
Doctor Huey recommends: Frau Karl
Drusegka, Suzanne Marie Rodocunachl,
Mrs. George Dickssn, Capt. Hayward,
Ulrich Brunner, Oskar Cordet, Mrs.
John Laing, and Baroness Rothschild,

WITH THE FLOWERS.

For bulb planting in the autumn
make an early selection of the ones
you want, thus securing the best speei-
mens. Planting ig not to be done un-
til the late frosts, when the beds now
in use will be unocenpied and ready
for the bulbs. Beds planted this au-
tumn will begin flowering almost be-
fore tha snow disappears in the spring.

For an early crop of sweet peas next
year remember to plant sweet peas in
the open ground next November.

When the fact Is considered . that it
tnkes nearly two tons of fresh manure
to make one ton of rotted manure,
owing to the loss by evaporation and
leaching, 1t may be seen that much of
matter originally con-
tained §s lost in the rotting process,
and that when fresh there are more
tons and so more fertilizing material
to make use of.

Roses thrive best in a rich but firm
goll: therefore, stiffen the soil with
clay, and enrich with weli-rotted cow
manure,

Viola cornuta purpurea somewhat re-
sembles the single blue vieolet, produe-
ing flowers freely on long, slender

| stems, making them desirable for ecuat-

The eulture 18 the same given
pansies,

Have a place for empty- barrels,
boxes und baskets and pouliry crates.
When a rainy day comes along If any
of them need fixing, repair them so
that they will be ready for use when
required.

AT et

ANYBODY CAN GROW PEONIES

The peony ls essentlally the people's
flower. It flourishes In any decent soll
and after struggling with insect pests,
worrying over soil conditions and
studying fertilizer propositions in the
garden of more delicate flowers the
peony comes inoto {ts own In the gar-
den of the average grower of fiowers.

It must needs be planted where it
willl be assured an abundance of light,
and the choice of a soll is one that is
moderntely well-drained: The roota
shoul# be planted <o that the crown
is about three inches below the sur-
face. Plant n stake nearby to mark
the spot. Peonies may be planted in
the spring but thé best time for this
work is September or October.

To propagate peonies divide the
| fleshy roots with a sharp knife, but

take care to avoid cutting through.the
| buds. Every root with a bud will pro-
duce a plant.

The planting of the peony is a per-
manent one so it Is worth considera-
tion to obtaln the finest possible va-
rieties. Its beauty and ease df culti-
vation recommend it to the attention
of the amateur,

If the plants do not seem to thrive
satisfactorily, an application of bone
menl after the blooming season, a
small handful to a plant, may be ap-
plied.

TO GET RID OF A PERENNIAL.

If youn have a bed of horseradish or
other perennpial you wish to get rid
of, dump a load of fresh manure upon
it and leave it there until lnte in the
spring, This Is also a good way to de-
stroy clumps of poison 1Ivy.

If a few cucumbers get too large for
ordinary use before you discover them,
pare, slice In cross sections an loch
thick, sonk in salt water a few hours,
and mnke into sweet pickles, They
are deliclous,

TABLE DECORATIONS

The best plant for a daily table deco-
ration is undoubtedly the aspuragus
plumosns. It has follage much dain-
tier than any other fern.

It ean be easilly grown In a bushy
compact form which a plant designed
for table use shounld have.

No matter what your selection the
arrangement of the cnt flowers and
the beauty of the potted plant make
the effect.

Popples, of gorgeons colors, artisti-
cally placed In a simple glass bowl,
makes one of the most beautiful and
restful center pieces.

For your plants get three or four
nsparagus plumosus and give them n
good soll of garden loam made light
with sand. Wuater moderately. Sun-
shine is not essential to Its successful
culture.

Shower several times a week and
keep red spider from Injuring it. Be
sure to nip off the end of each shoot,
as advised to above to mike the plant
spread out well,

Don't forget that a bowl of flowers
on the table Is a great distributer of

sunshine and dispeller of gloom.

A Bowl of Poppies.

Father Love.

The love between fathers and sons
has pever heen given the conspicuous
place that is given to boys and their
mothers, Is that because [t is more
eluslve than mother love?—for It is
hardly less profound or beautiful. Sel-
dom do hints of this beauty come to
the surface in writing. But here Is &
single sentence from a letter written
by Oliver Wendell Holmes, on his
eightieth birthday, at the homecoming
of his Lboy—"his honor, Judge Holies

of the sppreme court of Massachu-

setts, just arrived from Europe:" “I
look up to him as my magistrate, and
he knows me us hils father, but my
arms are around his neck and his mus-
tache is sweeping my cheek—I feel
young again at fourscore."—Collier's
Weekly.

The Labyrinth of Debt.
It is well for you to strive to get
ait of debt. Of course, you can't do
but by striving you may be able to
eep from pgetting foarther In—Fert
Vorth Star-Telegram,

countryplace the Breakers.
They were

bought it.—Town Topics,

idly repaired by nature than any other
part of the system.

thonght up by a jewelry firm and made
‘nto flower vises.
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Why He Didn't Salute.

General Allenby, one of the two fleld
cilicers responsible for the advance on
the Mons-Lens sector of the western
front, tells a story of omne of his colo-
fiels who was strolling about the camp
before breakfast one morning attired
principally in pajamas, a raincast and
an eyeglass.

A new recruit approached him,
stired, and passed by. The colonel
raged.

“Why the deuce don’t you salute?’
he asked.

The rooky was the picture of injured
innncence,

“We were told not to salute when
Improperly dressed, sir.”

“But you're fully dressed, my lad,”
replied the colonel.

“Yes, sir,” sald the bright youth,*I
am, but you're not.”

The pen Is mightler than the sword
but the sword doesn't leak all over
your fingers,

One plows, another sows, who will
reap no one Enows,

‘ Pershing's Paymaster.

In ome of those out-of-thewsay
army posts where the outside world
seems all too remote, word that Gen-
eral Pershing was to lead an expedi-
tion to France set the post buzzing
with gossip and speculation, says the
New York Evening Post.

“Now that's something like,” sald
one officer. “I'd give anything to go
with Pershing."

“Why not write and tell him so?"
snggested a young lieutenant,

“What! Me?" came the
“Why, I'm only a paymaster.”

“And a mighty good paymaster,” in-
sisted the other.

And so n letter was duly forwarded
to General Pershing by the paymaster
who wanted to serve under him in
France. Two days later a telegram
arrived at the post for the paymaster,
It read:

* “You're it—Pershing."
It's not all red tape in the army.

reply.

By now the oldest daughter has
learned that the best way to help
mother is to keep out of her way.

Canada’s Liberal Offer of
Wheat Land to Settlers

is open to you—to every farmer or farmer’s son
¥ who is anxious to establish for

L X gt

Canadian Government Agents

Morse Code Failed.
A Chinese entered the office of the
Western Union Telegraph company at
Evansville a few days ago and left 8
telegrnm with Ivan Bennett, the signal
clerk. The yellow man sald the tele-
gram was to be sent to Chicago. DBen-
nett hung the telegram on the hook
for the operators und Jobhn Black, an
operator, got it. The telegram was
written in Chinese and Black gnd the
other operators werg unable to deci-
pher {t. They got an Interpreter be-
fore the message could be sent.—In-
dianapolis News.

CUTICURA COMPLEXIONS

Are Usually Remarkably Soft and
Clear—Trial Free.

Make Cuticuras Soap yaur every-day
tollet Soap, and assist it now and then
as needed by touches of Cuticura Oint-
ment to soften, soothe and heal. Noth-
ing better to make the complexion
clear, scalp free from dandruff and
hands soft and white.

Free sample each by mail with Book.
Address posteard, Cuticura, Dept. L,
Boston, Sold everywhere.—Adv,

Human Responsibility.

“I suppose you think you can reform
him If you marry him."

“Oh, no Indeed,” replied Maybelle
with a toss of her pretty head. “A
girl doesn't have to bother about re-
forming a man now. Congress and
the police are now supposed to reform
everyhody.” :

A Little Game.

“Come on,” said the first flea, as he
hopped from the brown bear’s left fore-
leg: “come over and joln mwe at a short
game of golf.”

“Golf," exclaimed the second flea,
hastily taking a blte of hyenn; “where
in the realm of Barnum are we go-
ing to play golf?”

“Why,” eald the first flea, “over on
the Iynx, of course.”

A Fitting Name.
Mrs, Sprinky- -They've named thelr

Mr. Sprinky—Very

dead

appropriate |
broke after they

An injury to the tongue is more rap-

The Man's Part
“Marringe 1s a life partnership!™ l
“And the man is the sllent partner!™

Refected cartridge shells have been

SHORT ON HIS “PER GM“I'],'!\":1

Boston Man Needs Only $37.50 to
Make Up tite $43 Which Every-
one Is Suppesed to Possess.

According to the latest population
fizures with reference to the money in
circulation in this country, every man,
woman and child in the United States
should have $43 In his, heérs or ita
Jeans,

Have you got yours?

I haven't got mine, Newton Newkirk
writes in the Boston Post.

It occurs to me that when the fact
becomes = generally known that I
haven's got mine some “per capita”
who discovers that he has considerably
maore ready ecash in his pockets than he
ought to have’ secording to this dl-
vision of funds, will split with me, so
that I will have my normal guota of
dollars,

All I need in order to have my $48
Is $87.50.

No hurry sbout it, of course, but the
sooner somebody remits me this $37.50
the.more grateful I will be, There is
really no necessity that I ean see of
delaying or postponing such a little
matter as this. By a rapld mental
arlthmetical ealeulation it will readily
be seen that I now have $5.50 of the
$48 needed and before I have spent
any portion of this $5.50 it would be
well for somebody to make up the defi-
eit of $37.50—otherwise the deficit is
linble to be more.

She Knew.
Reggie—There's been something
trembling on my lips for months and
months, Margle, and—
Margie—Yes, so I see. Why don't
you shave It off 7—Puck.

Cardiac Pedestrianism.
Biff—I'd go a great way for a girl
like that.
Buff—Well, she'll give yon your
walking papers all right if you try to
win her.—Town Topics.

Where to Stick.
“Sticky weather,” sald the boy, who
was thinking of fishing.
“That's right,” responded his dad.
“Stlck to business, son."

The Siberlan railway Is the longest

In the world. Its total length is 4,785
miles,
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